146                 MY CHILDHOOD

head, gazed upon the round face of Our Lady of Kazaj
and after crossing herself reverently, said in a lou<
fierce whisper:

"Most Glorious Virgin! Take me under thy pr<
tection this day, dear Mother."

Having made a deep obeisance, she straightene
her back with difficulty, and then went on whisperin
ardently, and with deep feeling:

"Source of our Joy! Stainless Beauty! App]
tree in bloom!"

Every morning she seemed to find fresh words c
praise; and for that reason I used to listen to hi
prayers with strained attention.

"Dear Heart, so pure, so heavenly! My Defens
and my Refuge! Golden Sun! Mother of God
Guard me from temptation; grant that I may do n
one harm, and may not be offended by what othei
do to me thoughtlessly."

With her dark eyes smiling, and a general air o
rejuvenation about her, she crossed herself again, witi
that slow and ponderous movement of her hand.

"Jesus Christ, Son of God, have mercy on me, ;
sinner, for Thy Mother's sake!5'

Her prayers were always non-liturgical, full of siti
cere praise, and very simple.                                     I

She did not pray long in the mornings because shj
had to get the samovar ready, for grandfather kept nithan alive,enter noiselessly during these
